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Locke s Latin verses.
[August 28.
that, in some disorders of the imagination, people had been known to fly.'
I talked of the difference of genius, to try if I could engage Gerard in a disquisition with Dr. Johnson; but I did not succeed. I mentioned, as a curious fact, that Locke had written verses. JOHNSON. ' I know of none, Sir, but a kind of exercise prefixed to Dr. Sydenham's Works', in which he has some conceits about the dropsy, in which water and bum-ing are united; and how Dr. Sydenham removed fire by drawing off water, contrary to the usual practice, which is to extinguish fire by bringing water upon it. I am not sure that there is a word of all this; but it is such kind of talk','
1 Malone records :—' I could not find from Mr. Walpole that his father [Sir Robert] read any other book but Sydcnham in his retirement.' To his admiration of Sydenham his death was attributed ; for it led him to treat himself wrongly when he was suffering from the stone. Prior's Malone, p. 387. Johnson wrote a Life of Sydenham. In it he ridicules the notion that' a man eminent for integrity practised Medicine by chance, andgreiv wise only by murder.' Works, vi. 409.
3 All this, as Dr. Johnson suspected at the time, was the immediate invention of his own lively imagination; for there is not one word of it in Mr. Locke's complimentary performance. My readers will, I have no doubt, like to be satisfied, by comparing them; and, at any rate, it may entertain them to read verses composed by our groat metaphysician, when a Bachelor in Physick.
AUCTORI, IN  TllACTATUM  EJUS  DE  FE13R.IDUS.
Febriles fcstus, victumque ardoribus orbem
Flevit, non tantis par Medicina mails. Nam post millc artes, mcdicse tentamina curse,
Ardet adhuc Fcbris; nee velit arte regi. Praeda sumus flammis; solum hoc speramus ab igne,
Ut rcstct paucus, quem capit urna, cinis. Dum quscrit medicus fcbris caussamquc, modumque,
Flammarum & tenebras, & sine luce faces; Quas tract at patitur flammas, & fcbre calescens,
Corruit ipse suis victima rapta focis. Qui tardos potuit morbos, artusque trementes,
Sistere, fcbrili se videt igne rapi. Sic faber exesos fulsit tibicinc muros;
Dum trahit antiquas lenta ruina domos. Scd si flamma vorax miseras incendcrit acdes,
Weoccasioned by his Tract on the Office and Operations of the Holy Spirit, by John Wesley, 1762.
